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. «-» .* uAn«v Huff were news-
fill IV mig auu

boys. Their mother was a widow bug. and

poor. so they helped her by selling the

Bugly BiWeekly Biggie." Each copy of

thin paper was printed on an aspen leaf,
which quivered and shook.
1Vr»' was an old bog who wanted a "Biggie."
Ami at th»* price be <li«l haggle and higgle;
Hut Hft«*r his tongue would waggle and wiggle

For <|uife a hit
!!» would take hi* "Bugly Bl Weekly Biggie"

\nd pay for it.

Bonnie Bug and Billy Bug were not the

f>nl\ Bugly newsboys. Binty Bug was one.

end Buntie. too: and so was also little Boo.

'] hey all had trouble with the aspen loar

I»ap»T5», hut Billy's pile was so much larger
that when they quivered and shivered and

hook they made him quiver and shiver

**nd shake.
The as»|M'im would shake and Hilly would quake.
I he h s| » * u *» would quiver and Billy would shiver;
lie shook in his v n!k.
And hs for his talk
All 1j«» rouId Jitter
Was in a stutter.
* I d-d-on't see." said Billy, "why they

don't p-p-p-rint these pa-pa-per-per-pers on

nia-ma-ma-p-r-ple leaves, so they won't
shnk>*-tk>' so-so-so." But Mr. Holster isiig.

the printer, would only use aspen leaves, hecausethey were cheapest, and Billy continuedto shake and quake and quiver and
iihiver. until he thought of a plan.

"It's the wind In the leaves that makes
them shake." he said to himself, "It's the
same kind of wind that roars in the chimneyI'll put the papers In the fireplace, aird
jverliaps the little winds wi'l go out of them

' :'u *' win^c I r» t hu ohim-
it> piay wnu inc mi»c »»niuo

itey."
H* tri«-d It the very next day. and no

soutit-r did he place the quivering: pile In
*v-- «i-on»u tVi«n oil thr* win*!*? went (
rl*ht up the chimney and played the game
of litt'e roars with the breezes that were

already there.
After that all the papers were so nice and

.nil it n-aa raal nloUSIir® tn HfllTV thpm
about. Hilly never shook any more and
never even stuttered another stut. Then he
allowed Bennte how to get the wind out of
Ms papers. He showed Blnty Bug and Buntie.too. and also little Bob.

Billy was a kind boy and willing to help
Otters. He might have patented "TheGetting-Wlnd-Out-of-PapersScheme." organizeda company, and sold the stock, and the
wind a so. and become the wealthiest bug In
Bush But he wanted the other bugs to
have a chance to bungle, so he helped them
all he could, and they were all happy togtHl;»r.

All t!ie big bugs thought BUly was "trie
right k'tid." and patted him on the back as

they at,* the morning papers. Mrs. Azubah
Hug patted him twice. perhaps because she
had u large appetite for news and always
bought and ate two papers!
When Bl !y Hug went home and told his

mother how many loving pats he had receivedshe gave him some more, put him to
bed and said:

New. Billy, yom mmt trn to sleep.
Ami sleep the wbo> ktng night.

A nil all rli«» good you're 'Itme. l'U keep
Ami put it In a little heap;

Att.l v. hen you waken with the ligtet
You' 11 find the world grown fair ami tirigiit:

i i*r mm* lltth1 be»i» or f'Mwl will grow.
Ami «pre«d tt> left and right."

PART IV.
The moon was down, the sun was up.

It was a warm summer morn. I-Ittle
breezes were having games among the
tree tops; the distant ocean was turning
In the bed of the sea. and giving forth
Dome sleepy roars.

Hilly Hug and Bennie Bug had been
selling "Biggies" Bennie had just one

left, and he stopped to eat.I mean read
It

' Hurry up!" said Billy.
But Bennie wouldn't hurry up. nor

(Jnwn. nor any way.
He read and rend.
Mis face *ot red,
He acratcln-il tils head.
Ami at 111 be read.

At last he said: "The circus is coming;
Kiik-iiium and B*etleys! Four Paws and
Si* !.<?< <, S«>veri-Kinn Circus!! Stupendous
Hud Trenu-ndous Grasshopper Hipp.idroroe
and Consolidated Coliseum Combined!!!

Kiglit Kthereal. Aerial fc.questrl:>n
Acts " Ten Tnwny. Tumultuous Turntilers""Also, a Concentrated Conglomerationol' W'-o-n-d-t-r-s!?'

i want to ku." said Hilly Buk
"1 wish 1 could." said lientiie.
The;, knew their mother was too poor to

»;t\e them any money, so they decided to
work .Hid earn all they could. They went
to Mrs Azubah 15ug. who was the grandestlady Iiuk in Hugiy. and had plenty of
real hug money.
B«*tse\ Pug ojiened the door and escort..!them o'er tli»- polished floor. Mrs.

Azuli.ili Hug received them graciously,
fcihe ku ol:

'I w;'! to yiiu »ii rli tl»» prli*«» of a ticket,
IT a! '"r* [u*"!. you wili not lulaa a wii-ket."
They gleefully b«»>can tne game They

used no mallets, tud for balls each little
bug rolled himself u|> Into a ball-bug

Thfj ntllrt and ro)h*ii lwr«* and there
Ttiru' 11m ti l* uliket tn HI* thai etak-u

They i>lii.ve<l the jrarne with greatest care.
I'.hj *!*! tUey maiie a little nil#take.

Mrs Axubah way no sorry they failed at
< r xjuet ihut she agreed to pay them the
k-.iTie t»» saw some wood.

><" urn ima.
No wi*:i tbelr )»m« tlt«\r mwfd that wood:
The> ati(J jawi-<! nod J»*H and ward,

Wiiii*- |*«or little lieada tterj stuud.
W illi frrt In a If!
I do ikrlirf,

'Tw»* <|»i te n rir<m» t- mre them do It:
Cut tue> winked cm and nerer knew it.
At lant «l»* w«<od
Wa* MHrd; 'twas r«"«l;

Tl>**> ft thHr f*at.
Ami u«ut away.

It s.M*nu'd a long time to m-alt "till Clrmeans

to earn a bu® living
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rus Day. and Billy was afraid they would
lose their money. s<e they hid it in the
ground, when no one was around, and
Denny wrote the directions for finding It
again:

<>at frooi the church.
A fciKxi large lon-ii.
Turn to the right.
'Till out of sight:
There, under the lee
Of the tilm Ham tree.

You'll l» *uit to and
The burled mon ee.

He wrote a copy of these directions for
himself, and one for Billy also, on tiny
little aspen leaves, which they placed for
safe keeping close to their little bug
hearts. And when they felt the fluttering
of the aspens on their breasts they smiled
at each other, knowing their little secret
was all right.

|To be continued next Saturday.)

BABY ELISE.

Baby Eliso came to mamma In the regularfairy-story way. wlien Polly and Mab
were about three years old. She was really
found in a basket at the front door, late
one night, when Bridget was looking up
the house. Such a dear little mite of a

thing, all pink and white, with hair like
spun gold and eyes as blue as the sky.so
different from Dolly and Mab. who looked
twin ponies, with their brown locks and
bright Mark eyes. Of course, when they
heard the news next morning, there was

great excitement. and the twins were

iifari) wil.l v\lin jo} ^ihiiiiiih. ni'isni iwiw

the baby straight to her heart, rejoicing
when the weeks and months passed and no

one claimed it.
Meantime. Baby Rlise (frew prettier and

prettier, and she celebrated her first birthdayIn great style: she had a party and
a cake with one candle on top. and she
looked on with great good humor, though
Dolly and Mab ate up everything, for she
could only take milk. And right in the
center of the table, in honor of the occasion.was the very basket which Bridget
h«d brought into the library on that cold
night a year ago. but now it looked different.for mamma had gilded it and tied
n tii&r blue Imw nn the handle: she had
filled it. too. with white rosebuds."For
my white rosebud nestled there once,"
she often said.
"And how did we come'" asked Dolly

and Mab In tones distinctly grieved. for
they admired the basket immensely.
"Oh! a March wind blew you down and

I caught you before you fell," answered
ma in ran witn a laugn.
But 11)is explanation did not satisfy the

twins.
"We must have come in something,"

said Dolly to Mab.
""Course!" said Mab to Dolly, and their

souls were troubled.
Every year this question came up for

discussion and every year mamma had
the same answer ready for them, and
every year. t»H>. Baby Elise had her cak*
with extra candles, and the gilded basket,
and the blue bow. and the white rosebuds.
As the twins neared their eighth birthdaythey felt that something must be

none, i ney lovea meir mile sister very
dearly and were never tired of hearing
lier story.but they wanted "to have a
story. too. and felt that tlielra was hidden
around somewhere. They said nothing to
mamma, but they resolved to hunt
tlirouKh the house.
Upstairs and downstairs they peeped In

every nook and corner, but in vain.they
could find nothing. At last one day they
ventured into the cellar and before they
had gone very far tliey stumbled over
t,/vma»K.in<r a*hi/>V. KA .11v« it i >>r-> " mv ii f i <» > iu i Y* w Diiinii

peach baskets? one stuck fast to the
other.
"Oli!" cried Dolly, pullinsr them apart,

"here they are.our baskets! I knew
we'd find em somewhere."
The twins lugged them upstairs and hid

tlieni away in the nursery closet, but they
looked very dirty and ugly. There was a
painter at work downstairs In the parlor.Dolly and Mab consulted him. and
the result was that he carried the baskets
off one evening when no one was about
and brought them back a week later
spick and span in their glossy white
paint. The twins were jubilant; they
made marvelous bows of pink and green
.their favorite colors.and tied them on.
and then they waited. The eighth birthdaycame around; they had a party.with
a big cake and eight double candles on
the toI>. and there at the head and foot
of the table stood the baskets, filled with
flowers.bought with the afternoon penniesthey had saved up.
Mamma needed no explanation.she

laughed as they put the case before her,
but she looked grave a moment later.
"No." she said, gently but firmly, "'those

nev^r held my babies, though they are
\ ery preuj hmu i win Keep mem.

"But how?" they questioned, still unsatisfied.
"God had his own way," said mamma,

and something like awe stole into the
«olemii little faces.

Frog Long Imprisoned in Tree.
Fmm Ibf Londou Mall.
While an old horse chestnut ttump w*«

being cut down at l^athbury, a live frog
was discovered between the bark and the
timber, about fifteen inches from the
ground. Thf> bark was thick and had
grown completely around it, and, writes *
correspondent, There was not the slightest
hole through which the frog could havs
crept In recent years.
The tree has shown no sign* of lire for at

least Ave years past. an<l on the lowest computationthe hark must have had two years'
growth. The frog must therefore have been
rut off in Its prison from light and food for
at least seven years. It was yellow and
small, but In excellent health, and when
placed on the grass hopped off.
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MARCH WINDS.
March has always seemed to me a very

unmannerly fellow, even If he does sometimescome In or go out "like a lamb."
What I don't like about him Is that he is
uncertain. You're never sure for more than
a few minutes whether he Is going to be a

lion or a lamb. A very good motto for
March is: look out for squalls. Anotner

grood one Is: "Look in for squalls and don't
let them set out."
One of the squalliest children I ever knew

was a little girl who could be as simnv as

the sun. But let anything displease her
and. oh, dear! what March winds of passionswept through that piump little body!
Fortunately she was considerate enough to
wait until she could run into her room and
close the door; then the air would be torn
with shrieks and kicks for about two min-
utes. Then silence. Then Miss April would
appear, smiling and sunshiny, with never
a trace of blustering winds or rain; and
every one would rejoice till the next squall
arrived. If any one had said to the little
girl, "Ethel. I see a squall coming: look out
for it;" -the squall would probably have
come all the quicker, unless Ethel had said

1
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J0T m&y be. coW1Tt»e h°^"'
If m&y be Y«nc |
And iT rn&y noT. I

llMJ
to herself: "I'll head it nfT. because the
snonvr I can control myself the sooner I
will get over bein* a baby."
Now, Ethel or Harry, when you feel a

marcn siorm coming. Drace yourseu u> resistIt. Dare it to come, and Instead of
breaking down under It. langti in its face,
Say to yourself: "1 am no longer a baby.I
will not cry.I will not lo»e my temper. I
will laugh If any one teases me!"
»Thls may be hard at first, but when you
have 6noe resisted the temptation to be a
baby you have gained strength, and the
next time It will be easier.
The strongest man and the bravest man

is he who control* himself; no one can controlothers tlfl he masters hitn«elf. And
the beat way to meet disappointment and

J trouble is with a smile, which means
strength.
Two very little boys living In an Iowa

city once proved to their friends which of
them had the stronger character. The littlefellows were fond of running away from
home; and after being caught brought back
and punished many times. Their mother
stow
"Do you see that little calf tied to that

tree?"
"Yes." said the boys.
"Well," said their mother, "you have disobeyedso often that I am forced to And a

now IU luillir ,»UU llllliu. *i PYC1

you go alone outside of our gate again I
shall tie each of you to a tree like that littlecalf, where every one who passes by can
look over the fence and see you."
The little boys said they would be good,

but children's memories are so small and
their forgetories so large that these two
soon ran away again. They were caught,
brought back, and each tied securely to a
tree on the lawn with a piece of clothes
line.for all the neight»ors to see. Of course
it waa a dreadful disgrace and they both
felt it.
The older boy cried and kicked and hoxl»d

until he made himself almost sick, and at-
tracted even more attention irom passersoy.
Th« little fellow, hardly four years old,
Kulped down his sohs. and dropping: on his
hands and knees, copied the little calf by
eating grass, and frolicking on all fours.
Which of these little boys do you think

showed more manliness and strength and
character?

SURPRISING BROTHER.
BY MAT BELL.

Brother told me yesterday
That I was too small to play:
Couldn't reach the lowest shelf;
Couldn't even dress mrself.
Now I'm up before It's Ifeht:
Brother's eyes are (Honed op tight.
I'll dreai all alone today.
Then, I think, he'll let me play.
I'm so sleepy, truly true
'TIs hard work to tare a shoe.
And ray waist is wrong atte out.
Don't know bow that came about.
Erwythlof Is dreadful at III,
I'll co back to brd. I will,
Shma and atorfclnc*, dress and all,
I am really kind of assail!
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DAVY'S VISIT TO FAIRYLAND.
BY W. C. SINGWAI.T.

Davy had soft golden hair and a cream
white complexion. He wore a satin coat <
of a deep yellow hue, and waistcoat and s
trousers nf a thartc Ar»r1 HvM *

in a shining gilt house to match, for Davy ]
was a canary bird. I
Now. although Davy had not traveled. <

In fact, had never been away from home {
In his life.he knew that there was a <
fairyland. On warm days, after his dear i
little mistress. Dorothy, had climbed up i
on a chair on the porch and carefully %
hung his cage on a big, strong hook, wonderfulweird bird notes would come to |
him from th« trees. Time and again he t
almost fell over backward peering up at i
them to discover who was singing to him, |
but as he could not see anything except |
leaves, he Anally mad* up his mind that «
they were the voices of fairies, and. wait- j
tng and sleeping, a consuming desire to G
visit fairyland took possession of his littl« g
soul.
But Davy knew that small birds could

not always have what they wished, so. Insteadof being; cross and fretful because
his longing was not at once fulfilled, he
cheerfully made the best of being Kept
in his home, and good-naturedly twittered
and practiced his singing all day long.
Then one morning a marvelous thing

happened. After Dorathy had given him j
DreaKrast and gone away from the porch, (

Davy found his front door wide open! Too
excited to chirp, he fluttered down from
his perch, and the next moment stole out
to search for the falriei?.
At first the great waves of atr almost

heat him back, for he was only accustomed
to yie little rlpijles that flowed Into his
cage between the wires, ^ut, like all explorers,Davy was brave, and soon was
courageously breasting the air-breakers
as they bore him away from the porch. j

.IV 1'UII iv I'Cl HOC iur Uicaill, lllUUf^Ii, U.I1U
he alighted upon a rosebush. He had
never been on so fascinating a perch, for
it swayed in the breeze, yet was very differentfrom his clumsy swing. Then he
made a new discovery. Just beyond him,
on the same branch of the bush, was the
most gorgeous thing Imaginable. It
semed to be made of rolls and rolls of rich
crimson velvet. Davy cautiously slid towardit. A delicate fragrance filled his
nostrils. His head bent low. then timidly
drew back. At last, summoning all his
courage, he put his face down into the
crimson mystery. It was soft and sweet.
onu nun us t-itrr?«»iiif; luticii i'biuh a revelationto Davy, for. as he smelt his first
rose, lie knew that he had reached fairyland.
The longed-for fairies must be very

near! Timidly Davy called to then*.one,
two, three chirps. For several momants
he breathlessly waited, then a mysterious
knocking attracted his attention, and as he
turned his head in the direction from
which the sound came Davy beheld a,fairy at last:
The fairy was a most exquisite being! It

was almost twice the size Of Davy, and
wore the most beautiful clothes.an artistic
combination of black, white and soft gray,
with a Jaunty red cap on its tww-ttchlnfc
head. But what amazed Davy most of all
was the feat that it was accomplishing
with the utmost ease. It was actually
walking tip the stralstit trunk of a tree, '

ana. at tne same time, Knot-King and knock- 5

ing with its Ml!! It all delighted Divy so t
much that he chirped a little giggle out loud,
and Instantly another faJry hurried toward
him on the ground. This fairy was even
more beautiful than the first, for It wore
so brilliant a blue costume that Davy's
eyes ached with envy, and he could hardly
believe his ears, when this heavenly creatureInvited him to come down and play on
the green.
Davy, accustomed to the smooth, hard

t\ r. til-. . .U11 A 1 m
uuui ui <119 i:agr, was 11AC a uii) niiiu WIIU "

had trodden only on paved streets, and he i
found walking on the lawn too amusing i
for words, for the grass came up to his t
shoulders, and sometimes, a mischievous s
blade tickled his cheek. The fairy smiled t
at Davy's glee, as the two merrily played s

together. Davy was too awed to talk much, 1
hut tho hlnr fnlrr tnld him trnnflprfn 1t1
about fairy life in the great out-of-doors. t
When the fresli air and exercise had 1

made Davy very hungry, the blue fairy 1
pointed out some enchanted food. This ^

looked like bird seed, only darker, and had |
funny springs in It, so that it hopped every
time Davy tried to grasp It, adding the excitementof the chase to the Joy of eating.
The blue fairy called the enchanted food
"bugs." and they slipped down Davy's
throat like raw oysters.tout highly seasoned.for they made Davy's throat extremelythirsty. 80 the kind blue fairy led
him away to get a drink of water. And
they flew and they flew until they came
<ntn flin kaort rtf fa I pvlonil

Here all the trees had low branches, and
the ground was carpeted with moss. And
In the midst ran a tiny creek with it«
waters playing an accompaniment to the
songs of the fairies hovering near. There .

were more fairies than Davy's wildlv-beat- \
Ing heart could number.small fairies in
speckled cloth, tailor-made suits; large
fairies In black Batln gowns with long
trains; fairies in brown velvet coats and ,
red waistcoat*. But to Davy's admiring "

gaze the dearest of all was the pet of the
fairies, little Midget, with its brilliant
green plush dress. Its quick, cunning ways, |
and Its wonderful humming music!
Davy was so absorbed in the novelty ;

and beauty of everything that he did not
notice that the Are In the sun had gradual- <

ly died out, and that the blue sky was
filled up with little cold gray ashes of <
clouds. But suddenly he felt something
wet splash in his face. He thought that l
the creek was roguishly throwing water at
him. and he tried to laugh the matter off j
in a chirp, as he liopped farther away from
the stream. Then came splash, splash on 1
his neck. Ills back, his tali. He could no

longer make a joke out of so serious a
win«r Hp turned tr» Ask thft ftxttlnnation of \
the fairies. They were all gone. At last,
the awful truth dawned upon Davy, ll was
raining, and he was lost!
Terrified, he fluttered from tree to tree, i

his feet slipping on the wet leaves. He
thought of Dorothy's kind way of talking
to him whenever he had been frightened or
nervous. The rain carne down faster. He
shivered with the cold. He remembered
all the comforts of his dear little home,
and how until now he had looked upon them
as a matter of course. The great drops of
rain pelted tiim so hard that they made
his head ache. He had never had to think
before.some one had always watched over
him He grew dizcy and staggered as he
tried to walk along the rail of a fence. ]
H>rw silly he had been to allow even fairies
to tempt him to run away! A blackness
came over his eyes; there was a catch In
hie throat, a pain in his heart. He knew
that death must be near. Then, suddenly
he felt something soft and warm under
him. over him, around him, and he was
lifted up slowly, gently, tenderly. He gave
a chirp of thanksgiving. The soft, warm
thing enveloped him. parted an instant
above his head, and, In a bewildering Joy, \
be looked up Into l>orothy's kind face.
"Davy!" she cried, with a sob, "I've

found you at last! To think that you might
have lost your life because I was so carelessas to leave the cage door open.oh, my
poor, darling little bird!"
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A CAftfBOirS FOOD.
BT RLUCN VKI.VIN. F. Z. 6.

Winter Is always a time of trial for the
arioou. in its native place. »mon covers

i large area, being found in Labrador and
lorthern Canada, south of Nova Scotia.
Vew Brunswick and Newfoundlalid; the
k»i th of the state of Maine tnd lower
'anatla. and the north of Quebec to I-ake
Superior, It invariably has a hard time
wing to the northern latitude. It Is. In
act, the most northerly of all hoofed anlnals,and is well adapted for Its life and
he arctic climate In which It lives.
A caribou is a peculiar-looking creature
n many ways. With a well-formed body,
hlok. strong legs terminating In curious
arge hoofs, which are flattened and ex>andedIn such a manner that whet*, for
nstance, the moose would sink and flounlerhelplessly, the caribou can walk easlyover snow and Ice, leaving all pursuersfar behind, and with a thick, closely
frown coat of fine woolly hair, through
vhich grows a coarse hair which throws
>flt rain, he is fitted to go through anyhing.
*na ne can go tnrougn anytnuig, pro

idedhe can Arid enough moss or lichen
o keep him alive. In his own home he
arely starves, in spite of the snow which
>ften covers the moas. He has a way
>f nosing up the snow and getting at his
ood, although in many cases this is dlffl-
ult and many times almost Impossible,
n any case the caribou has a hard time
>f It in the winter, and when he is taken
aptive and provided with food which costs
'eventy-five cents a hundred pounds.cartx»nmoss from Maine.he is very fortunate,
f he were only able to realize It.
But this winter, owing to the deep snow

n Maine and other reasons, no inoss was
forthcoming. In vain exorbitant prices
were offered If only a small quantity
ould be procured and sent to the park.
Mone could be obtained, and meanwhile
:he poor caribou was desperately hungry,
nover hay and all sorts of dainties were
rffered him in all sorts of guises, but
hungry and famished as lie was. h« would
lave none of them, and when the animal
aegan to show his bones through his skin
ind grow weak and 111. considerable anxetywas felt as To keeping him alive at
ill.
Finally, after a consultation among those
n authority, it -was determined, as It ap>earedprobable he would die in any case,
to turn him out In the park and see
whether by any chance he could nrnl anything:to his liking. Very little hope was
sntertained that he would, hut there was
lust a cliance. " When first let out he appearedweak and unsteady ahd uncertain
tfhat to do, but after a 'wtolle, #Kh feeble
iteps, he betook himself ac'roM that part
if the park which had been inclosed for
nlm and wandered in and out among the
rees.
Having once started his migration, he

continued It in much the same manner as
Re would have done in his own land, exceptthat he was alone. In patient perseverancehe wandered on, followed In the
rear by one of the authorities of the
mrk, and after much weary tramping,
'or he was woefully weak, he bent his
lead, sniffed at a common-looking weed
>V>lnl. »Kah« n fa/vJ frAm tVio 'rniind

rv uitil gitn a>n>ui a n/ui 11 vm n»c giuuuu,

ind instantly, with a ravenous appetite,
ite every tiny piece of It.
It turned ont that there were many

>nnches of this weed throughout the park.
10 that when he had eaten up one part
mother was marked off for him, and in
ibout a couple of weeks' time the caribou
va* himself again and seemingly perfectly
contented and happy.
And then the snow came and hid from

;lght his only means of subsistence, and
he poor animal began to get thin and
niserable again. Although able to And his
Jalne moss In the snow, for some reason
>r other he does not seem to be able to
Ind hl» weed and is now wandering about
eeking in valiT" for some food. The last
heard of him he had just dropped his

intlers and had been put into a corral, and,
o the great delight of his attendants, had
ictually eaten some bread which had been
arefully cut up Into small cubes and presentedto him in a pail. But whether
iread alone will koep him alive Is a prob-
etn which can only ee neivea oy lime or

he weather. It would be a sad pity to
oee htm, for he Is a fine animal, standing
'orty-elght inches at the shoulders, and
n-hen in good condition welshing about 280
)oundi>.

THROUGH TO CHINA.

Oh. mamma!" cried little seven-year-old
sxcltedly. "guess what I did a whlla ago?"

"I don't know; what la HT'
"Why. I dug and dug out there In the

ground, way through to China."
"What are you telling ine such a story

ror?" his mother asked, severely.
"Well. I did. honest; see?" and he held

> broken niece of nn old nlate un for in-
spectlon.

Wildcat Children's Pet.
'roBi 1 be IxMt Angflfn Ttiu.fi. (

How would you like to have a real live
wildcat for a pet? This is what little Elsie
Stearns, six months old. and Helen Stearns,
iged nine, daughters of Mr. and Mrs. W.
H. Stearns of Fasadena, regard as their
iearest treasure.
They would rather play with this big

California wildcat than wjth their smaller
domestic cats, and he Is just as good na- '

ured as any of the rest. too.
Bengal, is his name, and he looks the <

part, for his marking Is very similar to a
Bengal tiger's. He Is a beautiful animal,
three and a half feet long.and very heavy.
He is now three years old and powerful.yet as gentle as any ordinary cat. He

is devoted to the children. He will lick
the baby s nana ana race ana let ner ptay
with him just as roughly as she wishes,
with never a growl or sound, and he is
also fond of little Miss Helen. He likes
women and children generally, but does not
care for men. Mr. Stearns says the reason
for this Is that he has been obliged to take
Mr. Bengal during the summer and shake
him up in a bag of insect powder to rid him
of fleas. Bengal regards this as a decided
Insult to his dignity and thinks all men
.. * f.w U U.
luuai uc icnjiuiiDiuic iuj u. lie usuaii)
jrowla at them.

Silver Tip* on Pocket Knives.
from the Milwaukee Sentinel.
"Y"ou wouldn't think that the little Germansilver tip« on pocket knives are cast

separately, but such la the case," said
Clayton Davis. "Just why they cannot
be cut from one large sheet of metal X do
not know, but every one of these tiny
pieces of metal is poured separately,
thousands of little molds being required
for the purpose in a large establishment.
Scrap German silver is melted down and
a little aluminum added, the effect of
which is to release the oxides In the silver
and make It run more easily. The molds
ire poured 'standing up,' and when the
metal hardens the casting is pared off to
give it the rounded shape In which it Is
used.
"The American boy of the Present day

Is not the whittler his Yankee ancestors
ire said to have been, but there is plenty
>f sale for pocket knives, those of good
quality being bought extensively. The
GngllBh and Germans are ahead of us in
nailing tool steel and the result Is that
Made In Germany' is seen on the blades
it knives that are made in Connecticut
tnd elsewhere."

OL' MISTO MAWCH.
Ol' Mlsto Mawch, oh, he blow bfa tramp
An' win' wolves come a howlln"; i

Den de way be sen's dem on de jump ,

Is 'nougU to keep dem growlln'.
"De keatry's tltterefl fam top to toe. I

I'a got a taak befo' me;
De rubbish, aho, am all got to go.
So clar de way befo' ye." 1

De aqalrrel listen-an' ahake he tall:
" 'Lea I hide my sto' well undeb.

Dem wolves what keep Mu'k a bowl and wall
WIU snatch away my piunueD.

So be »tow It down de hollow tree
(De squirrel's mouty i-unnln'i;

An' some empty shells is sll dey see
When de win* wolves -come * runuln".

Ahhatus lay In de wahtn brown sheet
What Grsc'ms Kali dene sprsld her.

An' de white .wool quilt was gran' to' heat
What Winter Cloud done made her.

Bat de win' wolves eame, an' wid « screech
Dey rend an' strip her tlirer;

Den dey tote It clean 'way oat o' nut,
Aa' to «e P*' (ktac -atatrsr.

But she think she Imv de frs't sua speak,
"Tek hswt, fo' April's eoaata';

Dm I'll point de «Mk «pan to' cM
An' de toes to hmDS»l*\"

mm
I PATRiCKJ^I

BY LOiMK J A MRS

"An yez muat niver forglt to rajnralmber
that It was Saint Pathrlck that was th'
brav* man. an' his own shilaly drove
all the varmints out Iv th' ould counthry.
lie was no more afraid of a shnake than
than Paddy here is jof his own shadder."
Mrs. Kinnlgan laid a wet hand on the

head of her fourth son as she spake. 8h»
was again giving the klti-hen floor a scrubbing,which was a terrtble event In the
Flnnlgan household, far It was done very
Beldoai. The little Finnigans had learned

J A.» %' o u hair /IM tl.A
IW uirau m t ui/uuib unj o« nir.r uiu mo

maasles- and It dJdn't come much oftener!
Bnt today, being the day before Saint Patrick'sday. Mrs. Flnnigan had a "d'anln'
nt," and ao It was that a mournful row of
children was seated on the kitchen table,
with all sizes of f«et and shoes In all
stagies of wear disconsolately hanging over
the edge.
Their only amusement was to silently

r
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kick each other, for their mother was never

Kood natured when she was "olane," and
each offender was liable to have his ears
boxed with snapsudsy hands. Terence,
the oldest boy, came first. He wore a pair
of his mother's shoes, or rather a pair tfiat
had been given to his mother. Terence
was thirteen and almost as tall as his
mother, but when scrub day came he was as
meek as Paddy, the nlne-vear-old. Mickey
was eleven and a half, and (lerald ten.
After Paddy, who was a proud boy that
day at bearing the great Saint Patrick's
name, came Xorah and Molly and the
baby.
Mrs. Klnnigan pulled her pall o>f dirty

soapsuds over under the end of the table,
where she could find It If she wanted It
Lgaln, carefully dried her hands on her blueaivd-whltechecked apron, a id looked about
her at the slowly drying floor with great
satisfaction.
"Don't ye* put a rut on th' nure tin ye* sw

a dhry spot as big as th' rook stove," she
cautioned her brood, as she disappeared Intoth« sleeping room to put on her beat
dress and her green veil that had served on

several .Saint Patrick's days, to ko out to
see the parade that was to take place that
day instead of the J7th, Sunday.
Seven pairs of eyes watched the door

close, and then looked for the biggest dry
spot on the floor.
"It's tU' one In front of th' stove," said

Mickey.
"It ain't." said Terence. "It's by the winder.an' I saw It first."
"Mine's bigger." still asserted Mickey,

whereat Mickey's fool In one of his
mother's shoes kicked Mickey's shins so
uu»»1ir wnro Ua /iu!ta ltnav tvhut Iia

was doing he war kit-king back Just as
hard. In turning, .lis elbow dug In Gerald's
ribs. 'Whereat Gerald promptly boxed his
ears.
Now Paddy didn't care a bit about the size

of the dry spot, and he wasn't fond of fightingunless It was absolutely necessary, so

he just let the three bigger boys alone.
though Gerald boxed his ears, too. Just for
pxercise.and thought of Saint Patrick fightingall the snakes in the old country.
Terence and Mk-key and Gerald, fighting

together. Torgot their mother's Injunction
about the size of the dry spot, and rolled
to the floor in a heap.
It wasn't the fault of the rickety kitchen

table, no. Indeed.It wasn't any one's fault;
but as anon as the three big boys rolled otf
there was nothing to balance the four chilIrenon the e ther end. so the table calmly
tifted up two of Its legs, and the four coast?doft with mure speed than grace.
The poor babj-, who was three, went

splash into the pail of scrub water. Norah
and Molly bowled quickly over her head.
ana 1'aaay lurnea two somersauns ana
landed near the window.
Molly and Norah picked themselves up

quickly and paddled out of the room toward
the stairs following the three older boys,
who, seeing the damage done, thought it
safer to be out of the way when their
mother appeared.
Sure, I didn't do it," said Paddy to Mm-

seir, as lie plcKea up ins nine ooay rrum
the slippery floor and turned to rescue the
howling baby. Just then Mrs. Flnnigan
came rushing In.
"Th' saints de'tver us!" she exclaimed.

"What's this ye've been duin', Patrick
O'Fiannlgan Flnnigan? I'll teach yez bettherthan to be wastin' th water In this
way an" frlghtenln' th' baby Into highstrikes!"And she seised poor Paddy and
cuffed his ears soundly.
"Don't let me see yez ag'ln th' day, ye

little imp!" she cried, and cuffing and
spanking him again, shoved him out on the
stairs and closed the door.
"Wish t' I'd run away, too," said Paddy

mournfully, nursing his ears. His mother's
hands were neither small nor soft. "Sure
i n HKe 10 iiiiu 01. i <111 i' k tin HaK mm

whether 'twould be braver to stay than to
run away."
Paddy's heart was full of rebellion. He

had thought he was brave to stay when all
the others had fled, and all the reward he
got was a severe shaking and whipping. He
would run away, and his mother would not
be bothered. She was always saying seven
were too many children, anyway. He
would go find 8t. Patrick.
Pulling his ragged cap down low to hide

the traces of tears, Paddy ran down the
stairs and up the street, never heeding
where he was going, but Just running away.
On ana on ne went till tne toes coming

through his old shoes were tired and sore
and he had to sit on the curbstone frequentlyto rest. People were passing in crowds,
children and their big brothers and sisters,
their parents and friends, all bound for ttie
big building near where Paddy sat. Tney
were all laughing and hurrying, but Paddy
didn't care. He hadn't a friend In the
world, and the tears would come, though
he tried hard to keep them In.
"What's the matter?" asked a voice behindhim, and Paddy, turning, saw a beautifullittle girl, dressed in furs and velvet

and lace. Then, without waiting for an
answer, she turned to the gentleman who
held her hand.
"Please, Uncle Jack, take him In, won't

Bqg3'ff©1%g©&S>

you? I know that'* why he looks no
sorrowfuL Please. pleaae I'll pay for
the ticket with my birthday money "

I'nolo Jack laughed. "Very well. Pus*."'
he said; then turning to Paddy: "Come on.
youncater. this voting lady is going to take
you Inside and says she will pay your way.
Do you want to come?"
Paddy nodded his head, lie didn't dare

speak because his mouth was full of subs.
He didn't know where he was to be taken,
hut anvwhere was better than the cold
curbstone. Perhaps it «a« church.and 8t
Patrick would I*- there!

IniHRlju- hia surprise when hp found ha
was at the circus! Ilia eves' almost popped
out of hia head with amaacment. for,
though he had heard of the circus before
lie had never even dreamed of aeeln* It.
Oh. the wonderful horaea and rldera and

clowns and elephants and rebras! How hi*
brothera and slater* would enjoy It: and
yes. his mother, too. he wished they i-ould
all be (here. Hut most wonderful qf all
was the snake charmer, who wound fierce
boa constrictors about lila neck, and handlc<Jall the terrlble-looklnjr snakes as If
they were so much shoestring

U...1/1. »>^1 a'itt. Ki.Ut.ia oi'*a at III*
* n'««J ko vi w an uw^i'iit v,»r» e*» « »

rin« where the snake charmer was. II*
didn't even see the trapeie performer* or
the wonderful bicycle rider. Who but Saint
Patrick i-onId handle anakea tike that? Now
*a« hi* chance.

Mi audi rig on hia seat next to "I'ncla
Jack." Paddy put both bands to hia mouth
to make a speaking trumpet.
"Saint Patrick! Saint Patrick! Saint Patrick!"he called Joyfully. "I've been look-

nig lur juu.
Hi* vote*, clear and loud, was hoard all

over the building, and every eye was turn
ed on the ragged little l>oy. Then, seeing
that he was calling to the snake charmer
other children took up the cry. until "Saint
Patrick" everybody was shouting, and th«
snake charmer was bowing and smiling to
right and left.

| ||| |||

CIRCUS.

When the noise had quieted down a littleand Paddy had sunk in a frl(chten«d
little heap In his chair. watchin* the clowna
parry out the box of snake* to make room
for something else, a M* boy with bruin
buttons on his coat came up and touched
his arm
"Snint Patrick wants to ace you," he aald.

smiling.
"Go «»n, my lUtle man." said the llitl*

girl's uncle In answer to Paddy's look. so

Paddy w<mt behind the scenes with th«
brass-buttoned boy. |
The snake charmer was a kindly, grayhatredman, with a bright smile for Paddy.
"And why did you think I was St. I*atrick?"he atked.
"Because you were so brave with th»

snakes." said Paddy, admiringly, and then
he told him about the kltchon floor and tlie
baby and how he was punished.
Before five minutes had passed Paddy and

"Saint Patrick" were the beat of frlen«»;
and when, an hour later. Paddy was put
on a oar to go home, he carried nine ticketsfor the very next performance, one for
each of the children, one for his mot liar
and one for his father, 4f he happened t»
come home In time.
And that Is how Paddy learned to be

brave and forgiving.

An Inventor's Legacy.
From Le Flfuro.
The poor of Pari# bar* Just received *

singular legacy. An Inventor, M. I>elaurler.
has left to them In hl» will his patent for
aerial navigation without balloons, entitled
"Cliaudlere Unlverselle Motrlce."
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KQT'AKK.
1. A Tlfrtit flrer. 2. S^are. H. To repair. 4.

ipaekets of paper.
DIAMOND.

1. A rouMouant in "Jasper." 2. t'han^e t. A
toy's Dime. 4. A .bUllM nhtaiued from plos
trees. 5. A consonant in "Jasper."

RHYMING RMGMA.
My first Is lu Woe. not in re<l;
My second's In oir, not in liead;
My third la in tent, not fn houae;
My fourth i» in cat, not in uiou*e;
My fifth la In eat, not lu drink;
My sixth is In hear, not in think;
My seventh's in cup. uot In plate;
My eighth is in nut. uot In date;
My ninth ia lu pearl, not In ring;
My whole ia a flower that Mooui» in the aprlng.

HIDDEN POETS
1. The tearber ia ao crosH that no one knowa how

" »- .1.. > O T»... tVWa
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im tlie haunt of the fler.-e enjle*. 3. Lacy will
read the chapter to her aunt.

CHARADE.
My first is formal, my aeeoud ia a flower ami mjr

whole ia a flower beloved by the poet*.
(H)MMm(M.

Ever eattiifr. erer c»«r4nf.
Nner finding fall repaft;

AH devouring. all deatroylhff.
Till 1t eat a the w«irld at laat.
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WORD KQI ARE.
ECHO
(' H I I*
HIDE
OPEN

DIAMOND.
B

BAM
RIVET

B A V A It I A
MERIT
TIT
A

RHYMING ENIGMA.
Orange.

HIDDEN POETS.
I. Howe. S. Souther 3. Read.

NUMERICAL ENIGMA.
Mediterranean. ,

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
A K a t E
M o d r N
E a r w I G
R o y a L
I n d 1 A
" i v
V » t « *»

A d> e n D

HISTORICAL MONOGRAMS.
Louis XV and Ixmt* XVI.
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